THE    MEMOIRS    OF
"Aye/ replied Rashleigh, 'and a pretty home it is to come
to. Of all the rat-holes!'
The other shrugged with the hopeless gesture of one who
had long ceased to complain of the inevitable, slouched out to
bring in his tattered bedclothes, and set about preparing a
mean meal of hominy, Rashleigh followed his example, and
the two outcasts sat down and ate their meagre food without
any seasoning. When they had finished, the older hand took
out some loose dried leaves of bush tobacco.
"Have some?' he asked, offering the weed. 'My name's
Jem/
Rashleigh declined the offer, and Jem, without comment,
filled his pipe and smoked on in silence for some time.
'Got a blanket yet?' he asked suddenly. 'No? Then
you'd best go up to the house and ask for one.*
^Suppose I had/ answered the new-comer, and went up to
the house, to be greeted with curses as a damned nuisance by
Arlackj and receiving a worn and tattered rag, such as he
had seen on the fence, from, the fellow's wife. ^With a sigh
at the sudden memory of the clean and comfortable bed in
which he slept last night, he went back to the hut and made
the best of a shakedown of straw. He slept soundly in spite
of the roughness of his couch, and only awakened when his
hut mate shook him vigorously by the shoulder.
*Get up quick/ the man said, a note of alarm in his voice.
*The laughing jackasses have been crying this long while.*
Rashleigh at once tumbled out of bed, and began hastily
to clothe himself, and before he was fully dressed Arlack
appeared in the doorway.
*Hey! you pair of bloody hangabouts/ he yelled, 'd'you
mean to stay ther' all the damned day? As for you, my fine
swell/ he added, turning to Rashleigh, 'don't go getting it
into your head that you're going to do as you like here.
156